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1 / 11/19 


It’s a little past 
Ten o’clock 
I’ll probably 
Call it a night soon 
These spirit voices 
Just started to act up 
I heard them 
Faintly scheming 
In the background 
For most of the night 
But it was faint 
And I found 
Other distractions 
But now it seems 
They’re letting me have it 
Letting me know 
What they really think 
They often pull this shit 
Just before 
I’m about to go to bed 


They’re devious 




Like that 


They don’t cut me 
Any slack 
So I won’t 

Cut them any slack either 
This is the time of night 
When things 
Can get 
Really surreal 
Around here 
Just another day 
Living under siege 
Fighting this battle 

Sometimes. 

I take hits 

Sometimes. 

They take hits 
And here we are 
In battle once again 
They’re letting 
The voices fly like arrows 
And I’m hunkered down 


In my bunker 





Putting sand bags 

Around my ears 

*** 

1/19 



More Talking 


It’s just one 
Of those nights 
When in my opinion 
These voices 
Seem to have 
Too much to say 
“we control the planet” 
“it’s the apocalypse” 

.right 

It’s more like them 

Talking 

And talking 

Talking 

And talking 

And not saying 

Much of anything 

That is true 

But talking anyway 

Because that’s what 

They do 


There’s no possession here 




Just talking 
And talking 

And more damn talking 

*** 

1/19 



Assuming 


It’s morning 
In January 
Fairly cold 
But otherwise 
Not too bad 
As soon as 
I opened my eyes 
I heard the voices 
Talking 

I just couldn’t tell 
If they were talking to me 
Or just talking 
I tried 

(even though I shouldn’t) 

To make out 

What was being said 

But I couldn’t 

There was just 

This sound 

Of talking there 


And maybe 




I’d be assuming too much 
To think that their talking 
Would always 
Be centered on me 

*** 
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Saturday Night 


It’s Saturday night 
And these voices 
Didn’t go anywhere 

No. 

It seems 

Like they would rather 

Spend all damn night 

With me 

Telling me about 

Spirits 

And demons 

And aliens 

And all sorts of stuff 

That really seems 

To be 

Their cup of tea 
And I just wish 
That “they” 

Would go out 
And do something 


But they seem 




To only want to do 
What they usually do 
And that’s just 
Linger around 
And annoy the hell 
Out of me 

And tell me about things 
That they know 
I’m not going to believe 
They just keep doing 
Their favorite thing 
Which is talking 
So maybe it’s been 
A good Saturday night 
For them after all 
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Bigger Fish 


Voices 
Your words 
Mean nothing 
To me now 
But I know 
You’ll speak them 
All the same 
Voices 

Holding your fascist rallies 
When it’s late at night 
And I’m trying 
To go to bed 
Voices demons 
Voices aliens 

Voices of a thousand names 
And a thousand names 
Is what we’ve called you 
And now many 
Just call you delusions 
But they also 


May not be able 



To handle 


Some harsh truths 
That there’s always 

Bigger fish in the sea 

*** 
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Essentially Attacked Last Night 


These spirit attachments 
Essentially 

Attacked me last night 
Or early this morning 
I don’t even know 
What time it was 
I had gone to bed 
A little late 
And just seemed 
To linger 
In this half-awake 
Half-asleep state 
For quite a long time 
And just when 
It seemed 

Like I was just falling asleep 
“they” attacked me 
I started getting 
Bombarded by voices 
From all around 


The room 



And I could feel them 


Moving around on me 
They planned 
The timing 
Of their attack 
Deviously 
They do this 
From time to time 
They wait until 
I’m just a little asleep 
But not quite 
When I’m in this 
In-between state 
It seems 
To make me 
More vulnerable 
To them 

Or it makes them 

Stronger 

Maybe 

It’s a little of both 
Last night 


Or early this morning 



Whichever it was 


They attacked pretty hard 
I could feel “them” 

Moving around on me 
Strange sensations 
There was the familiar 
Vibration sensation 
Then to that familiar feeling 
Of “something” 

Clinging to my back 

Moving around 

Only ever so slightly 

Then there were 

Some jabs mixed in 

And all throughout 

The voices were there 

I was just trying to sleep 

They were trying 

To not let me sleep 

And our two intentions collided 

And it was all 

A real shitty situation for me 


For quite awhile 



But fatigue 

Was eventually the winner 
And I finally fell asleep 
And here I am 
The next morning 
Jotting down this poem 
While drinking coffee 
With a heavy snow 

Coming down outside 

*** 
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An Anniversary 


It’ll be four years 

Ago this week 

When I captured 

The voices 

On recording 

One bright 

Winter’s afternoon 

I had out 

My recorder 

I asked a few questions 

They gave me 

A few answers 

And there it was 

The first time 

That I heard these voices 

The first time 

(but not the last) 

That my old ideas 
About this reality 
Were shaken up 


Ultimately 



It didn’t work out 


That great for me 
These things can happen 
But I’ve heard more 
Mysterious voices 
Than I’d ever want to hear 
And that’s a real danger 
With this kind of thing 
If you set out 
To record spirit voices 
And if you hear them 
There’s no guarantee 
That they’ll stay 
Confined to the recording 
Maybe I’m being 
Over dramatic 
But in a sense 
I look at it 
Kind of like 

Playing Russian Roulette 
If you lose 
You could end up 
Stuck.now hearing 




Into another dimension 


And then 

It’s a real struggle 

To get back on your feet 

But it’s doable 

Four years ago 

I heard these voices 

For the first time 

And now there are days 

When I can ignore them 

Like a champ 
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1/15/2019 


1/15/19 

7:40pm 

The voices 

Are too damn loud 

Already 

Too damn loud 

Projected 

Over the noise 

Of my heater 

The voices 

Jabbing me already 

While I sit 

In my chair 

Drinking coffee 

Are they trying to make it 

One of those nights ? 

A few hours yet 
Until 

I call it a day 
I’ll just have to see 


How damn annoying 




They get 





The Hecklers 


Maybe.... 

I’m my own worst enemy 
With these spirit attachments 
With these voices 
Maybe I too often 
Trip myself up 
Trying to oppose them 
They mostly heckle me a lot 
For not being 
A better person 
And just from 
My experience with them 
In the past 

I’m still very suspicious 
Of their motives 
But maybe 

I should call their bluff 
Or try and give them 
Less and less 
To heckle me about 


Maybe I should work 




Towards that goal 
That they want me 
To work towards 

Maybe. 

They’re just finding 
This whole thing amusing 
And they’d heckle me anyway 
No matter what I did 
But I’ll still 
Sneak up behind them 
And kick them 
In their asses 

By walking a straight path 
After all 

That’s what they say 
They’ve wanted 
All along 


1/19 




The Brain Zap 


Last night 
Just as I 
Was starting 
To drift off 
To sleep 

These spirit attachments 
Hit me 

With “the brain zap” 

This is something 
That I’ve experienced 
Quite a few times before 
I really don’t know 
How else to describe it 
Other than it’s like 

A quick.jolting 

Zap to the brain 

Sometimes. 

It momentarily pops my ears 
But it’s more 
Than that 


It’s like they’re 





Sticking 

Jumper cables on me 
Or like 

They’re trying 
To jump 
Inside my mind 
Real quick 
Sometimes 
There’s a kind 
Of popping sensation 

Basically. 

It’s like a quick zap 
To the brain 
That’s the best 
I can 

Describe it 
They did this twice 
To me last night 
Whenever they do this 
It’s always at night 
Usually right after 
I’ve gone to bed 


Or right as 




I’m falling asleep 
They seem to also 
Do this 

When they’re angry 
At me about something 
It’s one of the sneaky ways 
They get some pay back 
The damn “brain zap” 

*** 

1/19 



Floating By 


Every once 
And awhile 
I’ll see 

These dark forms 

These shadowy silhouettes 

The faint outline 

Of an upper body 

I can at least 

Always make out 

The shoulders and head 

And they’ll just 

Float there 

Right in front of me 

For a few moments 

And then vanish 

Until the next time 

It happens 

So yeah. 

Aside from 
Hearing their voices 


Sometimes 




I also see them 


Floating by 
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1/13/19 


1/13/19 

(evening) 

These 

Spirit attachment 

Voices 

Coming in 

Over the steady 

Noise of my heater 

It's like 

Handing them 

A damn microphone 

But we got 

Six inches (at least) 

Of snow here today 

So no choice 

I'll just try 

And tune it out 

The cacophony 

Of pointless nonsense 

I could hurl insults back at them 

That might 

Make me feel better 

But I suspect 

That the acknowledgement 
Is what they're after 
So I'll try 



To hear nothing 

It's worth a try after all 

To not hear 

The nonsense 

The Kool-Aid 

The cryptic stories 

The fascist propaganda 

Hear about their "issues" with me 

It's worth a try 

Not to hear 

Any of that shit 

So here I go 
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The Jabbing 


It's late 

But not late enough 
To turn in 
For the night yet 
I'm just sitting here 
In my living room 
Chair 

Reading a history book 

About Samurai 

But as I'm reading 

I start feeling 

Jabs coming up 

Through my living room chair 

This is an old 

Annoying trick 

That these attachments employ 

They've done this 

Since the very start 

There's more 

To my own situation 

Than the voices 

There's this dynamic 

Of these very real 

Physical / bodily sensations 

It's not as constant 


As the voices 




But on any given day 

They typically do 

Try and aggravate me 

In this manner 

At least once or twice 

On some days it's much more 

It's almost a given 

That it will happen 

As soon as I get 

Into bed at night 

Probably 90% of the time 

As soon as I get 

Into bed 

I'll feel something 
Often. 

It's a feeling of something 
Clinging to my back 
Other times 

It's these strange vibration sensations 
That often move around on me 
Other times 

It's this jabbing through the mattress 

Some nights 

It's a combination 

Of all of these 

And the voices 

Are there throughout 

Once voice in particular 


Likes to talk 




Right through my pillow 

Into one of my eyes 

It's all pretty unsettling 

And aggravating stuff 

But overtime 

It simply becomes 

An annoying routine 

People can adapt 

People can adapt to a lot of things 

Just as this jabbing 

That I'm feeling at the moment 

Really won't accomplish 

Much of anything at all. 
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No Idea 


These voices 
Have been responding 
To many of my thoughts with 
"you have no idea" 

This seems to be 

One of their favorite things to say 
And I don't necessarily disagree 
With them on this 
I fully admit 

That I have no little to no idea about them 
Or about what this is all about 
But I suppose in a big way 
I don't really want an idea anymore 
Ideas in this whole situation I discovered 
Can mostly just lead to dead ends 

So in this.they are correct 

I have no idea 
I don't want 
Any idea 

And I'd greatly appreciate it 
If they'd stop listening in 
On my thoughts 

*** 
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A Voice From The Sky That Could Make The Ground Shake 


The ground shaking 

Shockwave emitting 

Psychic attack 

Spiritual voice 

That used to hit me 

Back in the Spring of 2015 

Back when this oppression began 

And was really hitting the fan 

That's exactly what it was 

A voice from the sky 

That hit me with shockwaves 

That hit the ground with shockwaves 

The very ground seemed to shake 

Beneath my feet 

Like boulders 

Like ten ton weights 

Like freight trains 

Falling from the sky 

Hitting the ground 

Everything seemed to shake 

When this voice spoke 

Luckily.and I mean luckily 

This particular voice went away 
After just a couple of weeks 
And has remained gone 


Ever since 





And now 


When I hear these other voices speak 

It's more comparable 

To a mouse's squeak 

Than that one voice from back then 

That literally 

Made the very ground shake 

*** 
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An Entire Stadium of Voices 


There were a few occasions 
Back in the beginning 
When I would be outside 
And the voices would become 
A lot of voices 

And then a whole lot of voices 
And then 

And insane number of voices 
And on 
And on 

Until there were so many voices 

That it sounded 

Like I was hearing 

And entire sports stadium of voices 

I experienced this "stadium effect" 

A few times back then 

A stadium of voices 

Heckling me 

Every one of those voices 
Was a critic 

They were telling me one time 
During all of this 
That this was 

"the biggest haunting ever" 

And at the time 

It really seemed like it to me 

An entire sports stadium 




Firing off the mockery 

The haunting reaching 

Over the top insanity level 

In just the scope of my own experience 

It was the biggest haunting ever 

To me 


*** 
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They Sound Different 


They sounded so different 
These voices 

When I first recorded them on recordings 

Nice 

Friendly 

Non-threatening 
Always saying "hello" 

Now they sound different 

Not so nice 

Not so friendly 

They no longer say "hello" 

And I no longer 
Just hear them 
On recordings anymore 
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I Often Wonder About This 


I suspect that these voices 
Don't sleep 
I often wonder 

What they do when I'm asleep ? 

Do they go out 

For a night on the town? 

Do they meet up with other voices/spirits 
And go see a movie? 

Or go to a restaurant ? 

Or go to a bar? 

Or do they just hang around my place 

Thinking of aggravating little mind games 

To tell me about 

The next day 

After I had 

A full night of sleep 

But they didn't 
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1/15/19 Part 2 


1/15/19 
9:30pm 
The voices 

Have been back and forth 
With being talkative 
And then more mellow tonight 
This happens sometimes 
These nights 

When things are up and down 
It could be worse 
It could be better 
I can't make out 

What they're saying at the moment 

But I've heard them 

Speak my name 

Quite a few times 

But no matter how much 

I want to believe it 

I doubt that they are trying 

To tell me 

That they'll be gone 

In the morning 
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1/15/19 Part 3 


1/15/19 

11:15pm 

About to turn in for the night 
The voices have become more active 
I'm hearing some whispery shouts 
Once again 

This happens quite often 
I'll hear the voices as whispers 
But it still seems 
Like they're shouting 
I guess 

There's probably factors involved 
And conditions that must be met 
For them to seem louder 
I often get the impression 
That they can't be as loud 
As they want to be 
At least not anymore 

But damned. 

If they don't still try 
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When I Know 


It's getting late 

These voices are starting to act up 
To escalate things 
They do this quite often 
As I'm getting tired 
I believe that it's the fatigue 
The weariness 

That may not be giving them strength exactly 

But it's making me 

More vulnerable to them 

So this is about the time 

To call it a night now 

Before an onslaught of voices 

Really begins 

*** 
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11/16/19 


11/16/19 

8:30pm 

Nothing really eventful 

Happening so far today 

Just some of the routine stuff 

Some voices here and there 

Some jabbing here and there 

Some being told by them 

That they are "superior life forms" 

Here and there 

Yeah.listening to more of their boasting 

Here and there 

I guess I'll see what happens 

Here and there 

For the rest of the night 

*** 
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The Breath 


Avery faint voice 
Hitting my left ear 
I can feel its breath 
If this is a hallucination 
Why does it have a breath? 

Why has it had this breath 

For so long.on so many occasions? 

Countless occasions 
Of this breath 

Sometimes the breath 

Is more noticeable than the voice 

The voice is just spewing lies 

But the breath is revealing something more to me here 
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Spirits or Aliens ? 


Are these voices that I hear 
Spirits? 

Or are they aliens? 

I see a lot of people 

Get hung up on the terms 

And I've hung myself up 

Plenty of times on the terms 

But can't terms intersect at a point? 

Can't they run parallel? 

Can't they collide eventually? 

If these spiritual entities 
Were completely not from the Earth 
But perhaps from another dimension 
Wouldn't that make them 
Both spirits and aliens? 

I try and not get hung up on the terms 
But can't such terms 
Merge up here? 

Just kicking some cans around in my head 

Thinking about the terms 

And I know that we can and often tend to 

Get hung up on the terms 

But sometimes terms 

Are not absolutes 

Sometimes. 

A little more flexibility is in order 





Anyhow. 

It's getting late 

Another day of this high strangeness 
So I'm signing off 
To sleep 

*** 
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The Revelation 


I awoke 
This morning 
Staring at the ceiling 
I heard 

One of the familiar voices 
Say. 

"some day humans are going to discover 
That they never controlled this planet" 

I was still staring at the ceiling 

When I heard this 

I had just awoken 

A new day was beginning 

I hadn't even had my first coffee 

And cigarette yet 

When I was given this revelation 

I'm drinking my coffee now 

Trying not 

To think that much 

*** 
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An Early Start 


These spirit attachments 

Or whatever. 

Got on my case 
Early tonight 

I had just come home from work 
And was sitting 
In my living room chair 
For all but five minutes 
Before I started to feel "them" 

Jabbing me 

They were also saying something to me 

But I didn't give a damn 

About anything they said 

I was just 

Sitting in my chair 

Trying to relax for a few 

But they must have seen that 

As a golden opportunity 

To piss me off 

And I became a little pissed off 
I admit 

But I'm not going to let it get to me 
I'm not going to start 
Throwing curses around 
I'll just talk shit about them 
In some poems 







Here and Not Here 


Where the hell 

Are the voices coming from? 

They seem both here and not here 
At times 
On the inside 
And at times 
On the outside 

When one of them speaks to me 
Sometimes I even feel a breath 
Hitting one of my ears 
So that tells me 
That they're very near 
In this room with me 
Only most of the time 
I cannot see them 
Where do they exist? 

Where are they hiding? 

I'm telling you 

They're practically right here 

Perhaps with us all 

Just behind the curtain 

Or something like that 

I couldn't say 

But I'm sure 

It's very near 






Watch Your Step 


Voices 

Emanating from the motor hum 
Of the refrigerator 
Again. 

Another night down this rabbit hole 

It seems like the whole world 

Is one big damn rabbit hole now 

But it very well 

Could have been anyway 

Voices or no voices 

And I'll call it a night soon 

And go to bed 

And I'll probably hear a voice 
Speaking through my pillow 
Into my ears 

I'll probably find the rabbit hole 
There to 

It's a big.damn rabbit hole 

That you could easily 
Stumble into 

*** 
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1/17/19 


1/17/19 

10:41pm 

I'm about to call it a night 
Very shortly 
At the moment 

There's some voices in the background 
Chattering away 
I can't make out much 
Of what they're saying 
I think they're trying to tell me 
What religion to join 
Like I'd ever take any advice 
From them 

Haven't they been paying attention? 

I'd rather ask advice 

From a cinder block 

I wouldn't doubt 

That I'd get the better answers 

*** 
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New Criticism 


It's getting later 
And the voices 
Are getting louder 
I should know by now 
Not to let things 
Get into the "later" 

They were just giving me 
Some criticism 
Which always makes 
For a more pleasant evening 

But it doesn't really matter 
What I say 

They'll just let out the voices 
Like they always do 

If only they could be confined 
For fifty or so days at least 

Maybe. 

Just maybe. 

They might finally learn 
How to keep quiet 
Just maybe 
But it seems unlikely 

Even knowing the little that I do about "them" 
But certainly. 






A long extended period of forced 

mandatory silence 

would do them good 

and me as well 

it would be a marvelous idea 

and I bet 

they're reading this very poem 
as I write it 

*** 
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A Mere Thought 

Even a thought 
A mere thought 
Can trigger 

A whole intrusive barrage 
Of comments 
From the voices 

It's like 

They've got your brain 
Wired in 

To their televisions 

They see 
Hear 

And know 
Everything 

This is intrusion 
Taken to the extreme 

These spirits 
Exist perhaps 
On a plane 
More akin 
To thought 


And dream 




So when you tune into them 
Or they likewise do the same 
It's all left out there 
On the field 

They've got their popcorn and soda 
Taking in the show 

Often not hesitant at all 
To let you know 
Their obnoxious opinions 
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An Audio Fascist Rally 


It's been a few weeks 

Since I heard these entities 

These spirits 

Holding a rally 

An audio fascist rally 

Late at night 

While I'm trying to sleep 

This seems to be 

When they prefer 

To hold their audio fascist rallies 

I can hear them 

Burning astral books 

Trying to crush 

New ideas 

Sometimes also. 

Their voices 
Will seem to change 
And they'll sound 
Even more like fascist 
And I hear 
The drums of evil 
The stomping of boots 
The mindless 
Soulless cheers 
As they rally 
For their wicked 


Audio fascist ways 




1/20/19 


1/20/19 
8:45pm 
The voices 

Are getting a bit loud already 

.coming in 

Over the heater noise 

It seems like they might have something 

Important to say 

So for a moment 

I listen 

.nope 

Nothing important 
Just a rude remark 
They're speaking 
But saying nothing important 
No importance here 
They're just. 

Going through the old bag of tricks 
Once again 
Once again 
And once again 

*** 
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I'm Distracting Them 

The Voices keep saying 
That they are still here 
Because I'm distracting them 

What does this mean? 

I'm distracting them from what? 

And if that's all there is to it 

Why all the intrusions 

The abuse 

All the mind games? 

Is this 

Just another riddle? 

To me it seems 
They prefer riddles 
Over telling the truth 

Riddles 

Lies 

Criticism 

Judgement 

Repeating 

The same old things 




Over and over 


In truth 

I should never listen 
I should never reply 

There's no one there 
To reason with 

Just keep my mind 
On this world 
And live in it 
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Night Attack: 1/27/19 


1/27/19 

1:40am 

These entities 

Are really on my case 

Tonight 

I've been trying 
To get to sleep 
But they're hitting me 
Hard with the voices 
And also 

Doing that damn aggravating 
"brain zap" 

Where it's like a voice 
Will speak 
Inside my mind 

Suddenly.loudly 

It startles you 

I've taken 

Extra sleep-aid 

But it doesn't seem 

To be doing me much good tonight 

Things were fairly calm 
Tonight 

For the most part 

But.as soon as I went to bed 


They attacked 






Now it's almost two in the morning 
I'm not sure 
When I'll get to sleep 
I guess.... 

I'll try some more sleep-aid 
It'll make me wake up 
Feeling like my head is in a fog 
I know 

But.I suppose 

A little brain fog 

Is better than getting "brain zapped" 
In fact.I know it is 
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Smashed Window 


Tonight. 

It's like 

Some astral plane 

Smashed through my bedroom window 

A swarm of voices 
Flying around the room 

Their stingers are words 
Infecting me with insomnia 

It's one of those nights again 
When my home 
Doesn't truly feel 
Like my own anymore 

*** 
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Be Quiet!!! 


If these spirit attachment beings 

Entities 

Aliens 

Demons 

Etc.etc.???? 

Can't be quiet 

They can head on out 
To Timbuktu 

But what are the chances 
That they'll see that through ? 

They are like crows 
Filling up my room 

And sleep 

Is tonight's casualty 

*** 
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UFOs Today 


The voices 
Were telling me 
About UFOs today 

Then angels 
And then Satan 
And then 

What they were doing in the 1980s 

It was a day of lying 
Across the board 
For them 

It's like 
They jump 

Into different identities 

Sometimes 
From one minute 
To the next 

.only thing is 

I got on to this trick 
A longtime ago 

But they take being tenacious and repetitive 
To a whole new level 
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